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large dark yellow blossoms of the horned Poppy : 
the blossoms are succeeded by pods from six to 
ten inches in length, which are minutely tubercu- 
lated : the whole plant is glaucous, the stem 
smooth, with leaves embracing it. The study of 
such plants growing only on the sea coast, a great 
portion of mankind must necessarily be debarred 
from gaining a knowledge of by their remote resi- 
dence from the shores where they bloom ; but in 
these times, thousands fly on the approach of 
summer from the smoky confines of cities, to 
breathe the bracing air of the sea coast, where 
there is ample means for gratifying the love of 
nature by turning to her attractive works and in- 
vestigating the various native plants that grow 
upon the shores. 


COMMON RED POPPY 

( Papaver jRhccas.) 

Class, Polyandria. Order, Monogynia. N. O., Pa- 
pavaraceae. 

Every one is acquainted with the flaunting Red 
Poppy of the corn fields. Its bright red blossoms, 
its hairy stem and thin petals, are often before 
our eves as we ramble on a summer day among 
the ears of yellow corn. 
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« We little red caps are among the com. 

Merrily dancing at early moru : 

We know that the farmer hates to see 
Our saucy red faces, but here are we.” 

According to the Grecian mythology the Poppy 
owed its origin to Ceres, who created it to assuage 
her grief during her search after her daughter 
Proserpine, who had been carried off by Plato. 

“ Indulgent Ceres knew my worth, 

And to adorn the teeming earth 
She bade the Poppy rise ” 

Cowley. 

The juice extracted from the white Poppy is 
employed to ease pain and procure sleep to the 
restless invalid, and is of essential service in some 
disorders. 

“Sleep bringing Poppy, by the ploughman late 

Not without cause to Ceres consecrate.” 

In floral language the Poppy is the symbol of 
Consolation, and as such we would address to it 
the following lines : — 

“ Adieu, bright Rose ! thy charms no more 
To this sad breast are dear. 

Though once I deem’d thy lovely flower 
The best of all the year. 

“ Adieu, to every other gem 
That blooms in summer’s hour ! 



